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DAY 12.

THEN the King said to Rasakdsha: My friend,
though I hear but little of your stories, for the
beauty of my beloved holds me spellbound and
stops my ears, yet methinks her intelligence must
be more than human, for as yet even you have not
succeeded in posing it. And now eleven of my
days are gone, and only ten remain. Never will
I forgive you if I lose her. For day by day her
looks grow kinder, and the moment of separation
more appalling, and the efficacy of the portrait less
potent to soothe me in her absence, so that it is
doubtful whether I can live till to-morrow. And
the King passed the night in a state of sickness,
gazing at the portrait. And when the sun rose, he
rose also, and passed the day with difficulty, aided
by Rasak6sha and the garden. Then when the sun
set, they went again to the hall of audience. And
there they saw the Princess, clad in a robe of rose
colour, and a bodice studded with ox-eyes *, and her
crown and other ornaments, sitting on her throne.
And she leaned eagerly forward to see the King
come in, and he sank upon a couch, speechless and
' fascinated, under the spell of her beauty, Then

* It is not clear what gomtda means.